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Just Another Day 


Author's Notes: 
To everyone familiar with the Queen Fiction board on Yahoo - yes, | did borrow the title of one of my Queen 


stories for this one. It seemed to fit. 


Baby Strange 


A fertility spell goes somewhat awry.. 


"How do they find this stuff out?" Jimmy Page grumbled, rolling his eyes. 


"What stuff?" his wife Maddy said, looking over his shoulder. It was a very quiet late morning at the offices of 
Swan Song Records. He was sitting at her desk with a magazine and she was in the process of hooking up the 


office's brand-new, state of the art computer. 


"This--" he said, reading, "For one lucky groupie's birthday, Page covered his naked body with whipped cream 
and then had the birthday girl brought to his room---" 


"Where, after she was finally able to stop laughing, they totally disproved the old adage about not being able to 
have your cake and eat it, too." Maddy remembered, smiling at him. She was dark-haired, pixieish and 
American, with a long mop of curls that rivaled Robert Plants and huge dark eyes. And yes, she was indeed 
the lucky "groupie" in question. "It did, however, beg the question of whether or not |, in fact, blew out the 
candle, though. "And by the way, how's your stomach?" He hadn't been feeling well again earlier that morning, 
but he seemed fine now. 


He laughed. “Better. And at least they didn't find out that it was because I'd forgotten your birthday, luv." 


Necessity was indeed the mother of invention. 


"l'm fine. And you didn't forget. You just thought it was the nineteenth," she said. Jimmy had, in fact, taken her 
out for a very lovely dinner in Chicago two nights later - on the day he'd thought her birthday really was. "By 


the way, what are you reading?" 


‘I's a magazine Tianna gave me," he said, referring to a friend of theirs. He showed her the article - 


"Guitarists Gone Wild" 


"So do they have the bit about you raping me with the shark?" she said. One particularly salacious "tell-all 
book" had claimed that, on their honeymoon, he'd had the band's road crew tie her up and proceeded to 
repeatedly rape her with a live mud shark. The tied-up part was the only truthful bit - however, they'd 
gotten it backwards. 


"Of course," he said. "And the whips, too." 
She laughed. "Do they have the story of you trying to teach me how to use one?" 


"No," he said, laughing at the memory. They hadn't even been together then - she'd still "officially" been with 
Brian May, her former fiancé, but with him increasingly distant, had found herself spending most of the time 
hanging out with tourmates Led Zeppelin - Jimmy in particular. She'd discovered that particular item one 
afternoon after they'd arrived in New York City - he'd been looking through suitcases for his plaid trousers 
and she'd opened a bag, trying to help.. 


"Well well well, what have we here?" she'd inquired, faking a neatly coiled whp out of a side pocket. "Mr. Indiana 
Page?" 


"Oh, that?" He tried to act nonchalant. 


"So the stories about your luggage are true." She uncoiled the whp, looking at it curiously. "This is nice. Is it real 
leather?" 


‘I never did anything with anyone who didn’t want me to," he said, feeling rather Ike he'd just been caught with his 
hand in the cookie jar, so to speak 


She smiled at him. "! could have used this thing around Jm and Ned sometimes," she said, referring to the lawyers 
she'd previously worked for. "Some of the junior partners in particular could have used a taste of the lash A little 
visit from the captain's daughter." 

He burst out laughing. "Where dd you hear that expression?" 

"l have my sources--" She tried to crack the whp, with no success. "This isn’t as easy as it looks--" 

"Youre holding it wrong," he said, putting his arms around her from behind and taking her hand in his, almost as if 
he were teaching someone to cast a fly-fishing rod. ‘Looser, luv. Palm out. No, this way. You have to really get 
your wrist into it. Like that--" He drew her arm back with his. "Now!" 

The ensuing whip-crack inadvertantly demolished the bedside lamp. 


‘Oops--" she said, putting her free hand to her mouth Jimmy dissolved into something very close to a fit of 
giggles, burying his face in her hair and tightening his hold on her. 


"We would have had a little more room at the Chateau Marmont," he said after a moment. 

‘lm not going to ask how you know that," she said with a smile, looking around at him. He hadn't let go of her and 
she wasn’t in any particular hurry for him to. "Jimmy Page and Maddy Baker, the scourge of bedside motel lamps 
everywhere. Never mind groupies." 

‘Hey, they dont call us mild barbarians for nothing," he said, still laughing 

‘Everyone told me you guys were dangerous." She leaned back against him a little more. 

‘Mostly fo ourselves. And bedside lamps. But seriously, someone really should use that thing on Brian," he said 
"Why?" She looked bewildered 

‘Because he needs someone to beat some sense into him. He brought you along and he's just ignored you. You've 
been spending all your time with me and Percy." He pulled her a litte closer, no longer trying fo pretend that he 


wasn't really hugging her. "Not that | mind - | really love having you around - but its not fair to you" 


think its too late for that--" she said, finally giving voice to her fears. 'I think its over between us He just 
doesnt want to admit it." 


"He's insane. If you were my girl, Id never let you go," he said, suddenly serious. 


"Jmmy--" He was nothing but trouble and she knew it - the whp proved that - but she'd never met another guy 
she was so comfortable around, who made her feel so - at home. Never mind that he was also far cuter than 
Brian. 

"l mean it," he said, turning her around to look info her eyes. 'I--" Before he could lose his nerve, he leaned over 
and kissed her very softly on the mouth hstead of trying to back off, she returned it. It turned into a slightly 
longer kiss than he intended 

"You know where | am when he admits if," he whispered when their lips parted "Okay?" 

Before she could reply, Richard Cole's voice startled them. "Hey, Pagey! Peter's looking for you!" 

‘Just a minute!" Jmmy yelled, then looked back at Maddy. "Youre stil meeting me and Percy for dinner, right?" 
She nodded, smiling at him. "OF course." 

"Hey Mad? What do | have to do to get you to do me a huge favor?" 

She looked around at John Paul Jones. "Bring me the head of Richard Cole." 


"Gladly. On a platter?" 


"Yeah. Last time Bonzo used a Tupperware bowl and it kind of lost a lot of the drama, if you know what | mean. 
Seriously, Jonesy, what do you need?" She smiled at him. 


"Yeah, he gets off cheap," Jimmy said, tilting his head back to look at her. "He just has to give you somebody 
else's head." 


She kissed the tip of his nose. "Some things are worth the price, Led Wallet." 

"I know," he smirked, looking very much like the cat who'd gotten into the dairy. 

"What if | just need you to order staples?" Jonesy said, holding up a stapler. Not that he would have minded 
having a go at Jimmy's wife. Maddy Page might have been a little bit on the plump side, but she was definitely 


cute - and judging from the fact that Jimmy couldn't keep his hands off of her, pretty good in bed. 


"You don't. Look in that second drawer over there." She pointed him in the right direction "So let me see the 
rest of this article," she added, speaking to Jimmy. 


"ls more of a paragraph, really." He showed it to her. 


She looked it over. It was just the standard rehashed rumors, the usual salaciousness - if that was in fact a 


word. What those idiots either failed to see or simply ignored was the humor and genuine love in their 


relationship - probably because it didn't make for good press. She looked at him with a wry smile and he 
stretched up to kiss her. "I love you." 


She smiled, this time for real. "I love you, too." 


He touched her nose with his forefinger, giving her a playfully adoring smile that made her feel a little weak. "I 


love you more." 
She leaned on the back of the chair. "No, | love you more." 
He kissed her quickly but lovingly on the mouth. "No, | love you more." 


"How about if | said | love you more than its possible to love anyone in the whole world?" She sat down on his 


lap and kissed him. 

He hugged her tight, pressing his forehead to hers, third eye to third eye. "Yeah. Same here." 

She looked at him, suddenly uncertain. "Jimmy? Does the fact that | went out with Brian, and then Percy - and 
then ended up with you - does that really make me a groupie?" A creative type and avid music lover, she was 
naturally drawn to kindred spirits - meaning mostly guys in bands. 

He smiled. "It does if you do it right 

"Jimmy---" 

He didn't know why the thought bothered her so much - this wasn't the first time she'd brought it up - but 
he did his best to reassure her. "Luv, its what you think that matters. Not what anyone else thinks of you. 
Especially the press." 

"Well, what you think of me matters. To me, anyway." 

"And | think you're the best damn thing that ever happened to me. So stop worrying, okay?" They ended up in 
a very long, tender kiss - only to be startled out of it when Robert and Bonzo burst through the door at 
close to a dead run. 


"The fuck--2" Jimmy said. Maddy, who'd almost slid off his lap, got to her feet. 


"Yes!" Robert and Bonzo exchanged gleeful high-fives, obviously pleased with whatever caper they'd just pulled 
off. 


"We rock!" Robert said. 


"Of course." Bonzo looked smug. 


"Do we want to know what's going on?" Jimmy said. 
"Probably not," Maddy said. "So what's up?" 
"Not much. Just a little dare," Bonzo said. "A little harmless fun" 


Maddy gave him a strange look. "Your idea of a little harmless fun is throwing a TV set out a fourteenth floor 


window." 

"Hey, its harmless as long as no one's underneath it," Bonzo shrugged. 
"Or unless you're the TV," she added. 

He laughed. 


"You know," she said, "Since I've got you all in here, | was just thinking that for the next tour we ought to 


take--" 

"Money from the poor," Jimmy said before she could finish. 

She gave him a funny look. "No. Anyway, | think we need--" 

"Two cement blocks and an alibi?" 

‘Jimmy--" She swatted at him and he laughed. "Cut it out. | thought we should bring--" 
"A willing human sacrifice?" 

"Will you please stop finishing my sentences with--" 

"Uncanny accuracy?" 

"L am going to duct-tape your mouth shut in about two seconds, James Patrick---" 
"Now I'm having flashbacks to our honeymoon" 

‘Jimmy, that wasn't duct tape. It was my nylons." 

"Okay, too much information---" Jonesy held up his hands. "Anyway, Mad, you were saying?" 


| was saying---oh fuck, what was | saying?" Jimmy's game of "Finish The Sentence" had not just derailed her 
train of thought, it had sent it careening off a cliff in a slow-motion explosion worthy of Hollywood. 


‘Something about offering Pagey up as a sacrifice to the gods," Bonzo grinned. 
Jimmy gave him the old reverse peace sign. “Sacrifice this." 
~ ew 


"Well, it didn't work again--" Maddy sighed, coming back in looking rather dejected. "Better luck next month, 
maybe?" She tried to sound chipper, but it didn't work. 


"You got it, huh?" Jimmy regareded her soulfully. 

She nodded. "Freaking Aunt Flo" They had been trying for nearly six months for a baby, with no success. 
Almost two months earlier, Jimmy had found a rather complex fertility spell that they had tried, but to no 
avail. It was starting to look like fertiltiy treatments - which Maddy wasn't keen on - might be their only 


option. 


"Luv, maybe we---" He was interrupted when Maddy's cousin Carlton barreled through the door, yelling "Mads, 
Mads, you gotta help me!" 


"Damn it, Carlton, don't --" She broke off. "Oh my God." 
"Nice outfit," Jimmy smirked. Carlton was naked save for a pair of very tiny red lace panties. 
"Carlton, what happened?" Maddy said anxiously. 


"Bonzo and Percy dared me to walk into Harrods wearing nothing but my Cuddles’ little red undies, but when | 
did they took off with my clothes!" Carlton exclaimed. 


Jimmy burst out laughing. Maddy stared at her cousin for a moment, then shook her head slowly, her 


expression changing from anxious to tiredly exasperated. "The words "God, why?" do come to mind." 
"Mads, it was a triple-dog dare!" Carlton exclaimed plaintively. 
"So?" She looked even more bewildered and annoyed. 


"So you gotta do a triple-dog dare! You gottal If you don't do a triple-dog dare it means you're not a real 
man!" Carlton said. 


"Oh, okay, now it makes sense--" She looked at Jimmy. "This must be one of those "Stupid Guy Things" I've 


heard so much about." 


"Mads!" Carlton whined. "You're just a girl. You don't understand these man things!" 


"Nor do | particularly wish to," she deadpanned. 
"Hey Carlton, where'd you go, man? We waited for you," Robert said, poking his head in. 


"Yeah, you were supposed to meet us over by that other entrance on the other side," Bonzo added, looking in 


as well, 

"I was?" Carlton looked completely bewildered. 

"That's what | thought we said," Robert replied, doing a wonderful job of looking innocent. 

Maddy looked at Jimmy. "So real men wear their girlfriend's underwear, huh?" 

He shook his head. "No way. Their wife's." He gave her a languid grin 

It took her a moment. "Jimmy, you are not wearing my underwear." 

"Wanna bet?" 

"You are not." 

‘| am" 

‘No you're not." 

‘lm wearing your pink panties with the litle red strawberries on them." 

| don't have a pair of -- wait. Do you mean the ones with the roses?" 

"| thought they were strawberries." 

"They're roses -- wait. Why are we even having this conversation?” She wouldn't have put it past him to have 
them in his pocket or something - he'd done kinkier things - but wearing them? "For one thing, They wouldn't 
fit. You'd need hips and a booty to keep them up. For another thing, now I'm going to have this mental image of 
you in my panties in the back of my mind for the rest of the day." Not that there was anything wrong with 
that, per say, but it might be distracting.. 

"My work here is done." Jimmy leaned back in the chair, putting his feet up on her desk. 


"That's supposed to be a figure of speech, you know," she pointed out. 


"Hey, you wear my shirts. So it all works out in the end." 


She nodded. "You're right" 


Carlton, meanwhile, had retrived the bag and headed off to change. Maddy looked at Robert and Bonzo. "Shame 


on you two. You should know better than to pick on someone with no common sense." 


~ Ke 


Robert peeked into the mens' room. "Pagey? You okay? Maddy wanted me to check on you." His stomach coiled 
in sympathetic nausea; he could hear poor Jimmy being violently ill a couple of stalls away. 


"Is he okay?" Maddy said anxiously from outside. It was about an hour and a half later. Jimmy had managed to 
get down about half of a lunchtime sandwich before his stomach had rebelled, violently. 


"He's kind of being sick to his stomach," Robert said. 


"Again?" She looked worried. "This has been going on for a week and half, and he's only getting worse. | think 
he's getting better and then bam, the next morning he's sick again" 


| think I'm becoming allergic to mornings, luv," Jimmy called weakly. "And afternoons--" 
"I think we need to get you in to see the doctor,” she replied. 
"Up to you, luv," Jimmy said, his voice still shaky. 


"He is feeling bad. He didn't argue with me on that," she said, suddenly even more worried as she hurried to 
call the doctor's office. 


Unexpectedly Expectant 


2. Unexpectedly Expectant 


"I'm scared, luv," Jimmy said, reaching for Maddy's hand. It was three days later and they were waiting in the 
offices of Dr. James Benner, MD to receive the verdict on Jimmy's health. The guitarist was still suffering 
from an intermittantly upset stomach and had started feeling occasionally dizzy. By now he was convinced that 
it was going to be fatal. He squeezed his eyes shut with a shiver. Along with the stomach upset and vertigo, 
his moods were suddenly erratic - one minute ecstatic, the next, uncharacteristically, on the verge of tears, 
seemingly with no rhyme nor reason. Maddy had been teasing him about having PMS, which really didn’t help 


matters. IT only made him want to cry even more. 
"Don't be. Its just a bug. He'll give you something for it and everything will be cool," Maddy reassured him. 


He looked mournfully at her. Maddy shook her head with a smile. She considered digging the sweater she was in 
the midst of crocheting out of the bag at her feet, but decided on something a little more mindless and 
started leafing through a copy of Hello! instead. She was a little surprised not to find yet another "unnamed 
source" claiming that she and Jimmy were heading for divorce court. Lately there'd been another annoying 
spate of rumors, fueled by the suspicion that he was seeking someone a bit more fertile to bear his son. She 
was starting to understand why Jimmy delighted in putting journalists through seven degrees of psychological 
torture. Cameron Crowe and Tianna's brother-in-law Jerry Mazur were the only two to routinely escape the 
Wrath of Page. She frowned at the next bit, a blurb hinting that Brian May's wife might indeed be expecting - 
and yes, hinting that all way not well in the May household. Actually, from what Tianna Mercury had said, the 
latter might well have been true. Brian had gotten back together with his ex, Chrissie, after the Queen's 
Zeppelin tour, marrying her three weeks before Jimmy and Maddy had tied the proverbial knot. She shook her 
head. The Queen's Zeppelin tour --- actually, it had started off as a lot of fun, even if Brian had brought her 
along and suddenly turned into The Man Who Wasn't There. She had spent her time hanging out with Led Zep 
and/or the other members of what Bonzo had dubbed the "Ladies Auxiliary" - Tianna Mercury, Freddie 
Mercury's infamously redheaded wife and Lori Maddox, Jimmy's girlfriend at the time. Although writer Stephen 
Davis would later try to claim that she and Lori had already been rivals for Jimmy's heart, it simply hadn't 
been so. In fact, Lori was the one who had saved her from even more humiliation the night it had all gone so 


wrong.. 
we 
"Maddy! Maddy, wait! Don't go in there!" 


Startled, Maddy turned around just as Lori crashed into her, sending them both stumbling into the wall. The 


younger woman was a good four or five inches taller than the petite Maddy, close to Jimmy's height. 


"Why? What's going on?" Maddy did her best to recover her wits. She, Lori and the others had been 
downstairs at a party, where Bonzo had managed to spill a Bloody Mary on Maddy's white outfit. She had gone 


upstairs, intending to change. 
"Brian's in there. With that blonde. Bebe Whatshername--" Lori had run up six flights of stairs and was 
completely out of breath. She leaned on the wall, trying to recover. "I saw them. Go upstairs--" she finally got 


out. 


"You saw them--" Maddy looked in the direction of the room for a long moment, then back at Lori. "And they 


were--?" 


Lori nodded. "He told her he'd -- already broken up with --- you and -- he tried to tell her --- that you 
hadn't slept together in --- he didn't know how long--" 


"That part's true--" Maddy said automatically, looking behind herself toward the room again. "But are you sure 
they're in there?" 


"They couldn't go back to her room. She's here with Todd Rungren," Lori said, recovering. 
"Duh, right--" Maddy sounded nonchalant, but inside, her thoughts and emotions were colliding in a tornadic 


whirl. She took a deep breath, forcing herself to stay calm and think it through. Her first instinct was to 


borrow an outfit from either Lori or Tianna and avoid the confrontation.. 
Like hell 

She looked at Lori. "You feel like covering me?" 

Lori got it at once. "You're going in" 


"Damn straight--" Her voice had a sudden ring of steel that surprised even her. "I've had enough of this. One 


way or another, its got to end. Now." She started off for the room. 


Just at the moment, Robert Plant and Jimmy Page arrived, rather breathless themselves. "Lori, luv, what's 


going on?" Jimmy said. 

"Remember the blonde you were talking to earlier?" Lori said. "Brian May is in there fucking her." 
"And Maddy's--" 

"She's going to confront him," Lori said anxiously. 


‘Oh boy--" Jimmy said, starting after Maddy. Lori and Robert followed. As they did, Tianna Mercury caught up 
with them, accompanied by husband Freddie. 


"What's up?" the redhead said. 


Before anyone could reply, there was a scream from down the hall. They arrived to find Maddy standing in the 
doorway to the room, looking wide-eyed at Brian and Bebe, who she'd obviously interrupted in the middle of 
things. 


"Maddy?!" Brian sounded panicked. "This--this isn't what it -- looks like---" 


Maddy didn't even bother to reply to that. She shook her head. "So this is how it's going to end, huh? The girl 


from back home loses to the groupie." 
"Maddy, love, wait--" Brian got to his feet, trying to wind the sheet around his waist. 


Maddy yanked her engagement ring off and threw it at his feet. "Here. I'm sure you can get it resized," she 


said, her voice calm. 
"But Maddy, | -- | love you--" Brian tried. 


"Yeah, sure you do. And l'm Jimmy Page's sister!" Her voice rose in sudden fury. "If you love me, why the hell 
have you been ignoring me for the whole damn tour? Why the hell did you even bring me along? Look Brian, 
I've never demanded much of anything - I've gone out of my freaking way to never demand anything of you, 
never put any pressure on you. | never asked you to get engaged. | never asked anything of you at all except 
you be there, more or less, and you haven't even been that! Look, | was a fucking idiot, | let Darryl walk all the 
hell over me, but I'll be damned if I'm going to let anyone do it again, least of all you. Forget it, Brian. It's over. 
Good-bye." She grabbed the handle of her battered wheeled suitcase, which she hadn't bothered to unpack, and 
picked up her purse, suddenly glad that she'd only brought the one in The rest of her bags were still aboard 
the waiting Starshp. On a sudden thought, she turned around and threw the room key at him, just missing 
hitting him in the face. "Here." When she turned around again, she almost bumped into Robert. He took the 


suitcase handle from her. 


"Come on, luv," he said quietly. She nodded, accompanying him down the hall, keeping her head high and feeling 
rather like Marie Antionette headed for the guillotine in the plum-colored silk heels she'd smuggled into the 
Bastille. F nothing else, | can keep what's left of my dignity--- 


"You told me it was over between you two--" Bebe said in the aftermath, glaring at Brian "How could you do 
that to her?" 


Freddie shook his head slowly, in disgust. "Brian, you just fucked up the best thing you ever had going for you," 
he said. 


Brian didn't say anything - just looked at the ring he now held. Tianna stalked over to him and unexpectedly 
punched him in the jaw. Although she was only five feet tall to his six-three, she was as sturdy and stocky as 


a Welsh pony. The blow knocked him reeling, sending him to the floor in a tangle of hotel sheet: 
"You lousy motherfucker," Tianna said quietly, her voice so full of fury that Bebe took a step back, suddenly 


frightened. Tianna had a reputation for volatility that equalled John Bonham's. "I ought to fucking rip your balls 
off and stuff them down your throat." 


"Tigi--" Freddie intervened, pulling her back and allowing Brian to make a quick retreat back into the room and 
lock the door. "He'd have to have them for you to do that in the first place." Jimmy, watching, hadn't said 
anything, although he felt like whooping for joy. Yes, you did it; you screwed up and lost her for good Now she's 
going to be mine--- 

wie 


"Jimmy and Maddy?" 


"Yes?" They both looked around at the boyishly mustachioed doctor, who'd poked his head around the waiting 


room door. 
"Could | talk to both of you?" He had a funny expression on his face. 
"What is it?" Maddy felt a sudden knot of terror twist her stomach. "Is Jimmy---?" 


"He's fine. In much better shape than he has been in awhile. Its just - strange," the doctor said as they 


followed him back. "Strange for him, anyway. For you, maybe not" 

"What do you mean?" Jimmy said. 

The doctor ushered them into the exam room. "Jimmy, first off, you're not sick But your bloodwork was - 
well, out of whack. For you. It would have been perfectly normal for Maddy if - never mind. | just want to do a 
couple of x-rays just to make sure there's nothing else going on" 

we 


Half an hour later.. 


"| don't believe it--" Dr. Benner was staring at the x-rays clipped to the lightboard in utter disbelief. "This is - 
- oh my God." 


"What is it?" Jimmy gripped Maddy's hand so tightly her knuckles ground together. She winced, but didn't pull 


away. 


The doctor looked around. "I don't know what to tell you, but -- Jimmy, you're pregnant" 


"Oh shit, you scared the hell out of me, | thought ----- lm what!" Jimmy suddenly realized what the doctor 
had actually said. 


"Totally PG. And no, you're not in the movies," Maddy deadpanned, reverting to her ancient technique of using 
humor to cover her utter shock - something she'd long ago perfected dealing with Carlton. 


"Look at this." The doctor pointed at a small bundle on the x-ray. "Right there, just below your stomach. Its 
got it's own little amniotic sac and everything. In fact, its a perfectly, normal, healthy fetus." He looked at 
Jimmy, who was staring at him in dumbfounded astonishment. "The nausea and dizziness you've been 


experiencing is just morning sickness.” 


"'m--" Jimmy looked down at himself in amazement. "How did that happen?" His tone was awed rather than 


di smayed. 


Maddy looked from him to the doctor and back again. "Jimmy? Are you sure Boleskine House isn't built over a 


nuclear waste dump or something?" 


"Or something--" he said, breaking into a huge grin. "Luv, we did it! We got our wish!" He grabbed her and 
hugged her, tight. "Except I'm having your baby." 


She kissed him. "Next one's mine, okay?" 

"| don't know if it would be a good idea to---" the doctor started. 

"No!" Jimmy looked up, horrified. "No fucking way! I'm not--" His voice abruptly broke and he looked down, 
feeling his eyes unexpectedly fill with tears. "I'm going to have him." He looked back up at Maddy and the 


doctor, feeling a tear drip down his cheek "He's ours and I'm going to have him. One way or another." 


"We'll have to monitor you very closely," Dr. Benner said. "| don't know if you'll be able to carry him to term. | 


don't know if he'll even make it" 

"He will. | know he will" Jimmy looked down, putting a hand over his stomach. 

Maddy smiled, but her practical Taurean nature was already wondering how on earth they were going to 
explain this to everyone - and how it could have happened in the first place. Never mind what's going fo happen 
when he starts showing - although it's probably going to be pretty cute when he does--- 


"I think | felt him move--" Jimmy grabbed Maddy's hand, pressing it to his stomach. 


In spite of everything, Dr. Benner laughed. "I don't think he has anything to move at this point, Jimmy. Not at 


five weeks." 


"No, he moved, I'm sure of it--" Jimmy said. 


se 
"So how did it go?" Peter said when Maddy and Jimmy got back to the Swan Song offices about an hour later. 
"Well, the good news is, everything's fine--" Maddy started 

"And the better news is, we're going to have a baby!" Jimmy put in before Maddy could shush him. 

"Hey, congratulations!" Peter grinned, then winked at Jimmy. "Took you long enough to knock the bird up, Pagey" 


"Uh, that's the thing, though--" Maddy said. "I'm --- nottheonehavingit" She spoke so quickly that the five- 


word phrase turned into one long word. 

Peter frowned. "Then who did you--?" He was looking at Jimmy. 

"Himself," Maddy deadpanned. 

"Himsel--yeah, right. You two had me going there for a minute," Peter chuckled. "Good one." 
"We're serious," Jimmy said. 

"Uh-huh. And I'm your sister. 

"Peter, I'm dead serious!" Jimmy exclaimed. "I'm five weeks pregnant! Don't ask me how, but | am." 
"Pagey, you're a bloke, in case you haven't noticed. Men don't get pregnant" 

"/ did," Jimmy said quietly. 


"Peter?" Robert said from behind them. "I think they really are dead serious." Maddy wasn't that good at 


staying po-faced when she was trying to have someone on. 
Peter looked at the blonde for a moment, then back at Jimmy. "Pagey, you are not fucking pregnant." 


"Yes | am! | -- why doesn’t anyone believe me?!" Jimmy's eyes teared up and he abruptly pushed past Peter 


with a sob, running into his office and slamming the door. 


‘Jimmy--" Maddy started after him, then stopped to glare at Peter. "Great. You just had to make him cry, 
didn't you?" Did | just say that? 


For a very long moment, nobody spoke. Then Bonzo broke the astonished silence. "Well, he's certainly acting 


broody.” 


"Maddy, what's going on?" Jonesy said. 

She looked at them solemnly. "He's five weeks pregnant. Dr. Benner can't believe it either" 
Peter looked at her, wide-eyed. "You're really fucking serious, aren't you?" 

"Duuuh--" She rolled her eyes, then went around him to open the door. "Jimmy?" 

"Leave me alone---" He was huddled on the sofa, hands over his face. 

‘Like | said, he's certainly acting broody," Bonzo deadpanned. 

‘Jimmy, don't cry." Maddy went to him, taking him in her arms. 


‘lm not crying--" Jimmy sniffled He wiped his eyes on his sleeve, trying to compose himself. "And I'm not 
acting broody! | -- | --" 


Bonzo chuckled, shaking his head. "Yeah, he's broody, all right" 

"Stop making fun of me--" Jimmy sniffled. 

I'm not." Bonzo sat down on Jimmy's other side. "You're really going to -- have a baby?" 

Jimmy nodded, finally smiling through his tears. "Isn't it great? He's going to be our little boy." 
"Or girl," Maddy, ever practical, put in. 

"Boy. He's a boy. | know it" Jimmy put his hand over his stomach again. "We're having a boy, luv.’ 
Bonzo chuckled. "I'd ask how the fuck it happened, but | have a feeling | know what you'll say." 


"Well, you have to admit its not the usual method--" Maddy said. "Have egg, will travel? | don't know." She 
looked at the others. "I don't know---" 


That Old Black Magic 


Author's Notes: 
The "since when is six inches of snow not enough to plow?" bit really happened at work - needless to say, the 


head of Facilities was not in a good mood when he got in and discovered it this morning.. 


3. That Old Black Magic 


"Hey Mad, I'm looking for my package!" Peter Grant called, coming in. It was several weeks later. 

"Sounds like a personal problem to me," Jimmy said before Maddy could respond. He was sitting on her desk 
with his Les Paul and she was sitting in the chair, crocheting something red and blue. They weren't sure if his 
improbable pregnancy was actually starting to show or if it was just some much-needed weight gain. Whatever 


it was, he looked better than he had in quite some time. 


"Fuck off, Pagey," Peter said good-naturedly, then grinned. "Hey, niiiice sweater." It was bright red with a huge 
white snowflake on the front. 


"Maddy made it for me," Jimmy said, giving him a dont start look. His moods had been a little closer to normal 


the past few days - well, normal for him, at any rate. 

"You're kidding--" Now Peter really was impressed. "Mad, since when do you knit?" 

"| don't. It's crocheted," she said, looking up from whatever was on her lap. "And your package is in your office." 
"Let me go see what this thing is--" He went to fetch it. 

Maddy looked at Jimmy. "Hey, Jimmy? Next time you go picking some weird ancient rune as a symbol, pick one 
that's easier to block into a sweater, okay?" She held up a partially-finished blue sweater with about half of 
the pseudo-Z and most of the smaller part - the part usually mistaken for "oSo" - completely finished. 


"Wow--" He was impressed. “That looks really nice, luv." 


"And unlike the one Charlotte did, it'll fit correctly," she said, looking at her rough, hand-sketched pattern. "By 
the way, Jimmy? What does it mean?" 


"What does what mean, luv?" 


"This - thing - I'm working on. What's it supposed to mean?" 

He sat back down on her desk with a smirk. "Ah, now that's for me to know and you to figure out, luv." 
‘Jimmy, l'm serious." 

"So am |, luv." 

She looked at him. "You don't know what it means, do you?" 

"It means you ask too many questions, luv," he said with a chuckle, leaning over to kiss her cheek 

She mock-slapped him. "It's obscene, isn't it? It means "fuck off and die" or something like that." 

"It might--" He smiled mysteriously at her. "Or it might not." 


"You're going to end up with a crochet hook where the sun doesn't shine if you're not careful,” she said, trying 


to sound threatening but unable to repress a smile. "Jimmy, l'm serious. What is this thing?" 

‘lm sure an intelligent lady like yourself can figure that out without my help," Jimmy replied, still grinning. 

"So in other words, you're not going to tell me." She gave him a half-lidded look 

He stuck his tongue out at her. 

"You know what you are? You're a prick. That's what you are." She got to her feet to give him a playful shove. 
"One more smart remark like that and | turn you over my knee, woman," he mock threatened. 

"You and what army?" she inquired. 

"Me and--" He grabbed her around the waist, only to realize that he couldn't lift her enough to pull her over 
his lap. She was quite petite - barely five feet tall - but as sturdy as he was fragile. He settled for pulling her 
against him and slapping her gently on the rump. "--this army." 

"See? | told you. You're a prick--" They ended up in a long kiss. 


It means | love you, woman--" he murmured when their lips parted. 


‘Jimmy---" She hugged him tighter. "I love you, too." Even when he was testing the limits of her usually 


expansive patience. 


He kissed her nose. Just as their lips met again, Peter came back. "Mad, you got scissors?" 


‘Mmmph--yeah." She looked at him. 


"Great." He looked over the bay wall, then took the pair from her desk organizer. "I have no fucking clue what 


this thing is." 
"Well, don't open it in here, then,” she said. 
"As opposed to where?" He started to cut the string wrapped around the box. 


"Peter, I'm serious. It might be a letter bomb or something. Don't they say never open a package tied up with 


string?" She looked at him, then back at Jimmy. 


"Relax, will you, Mad? | know who sent it. | just have no idea what it is." He opened the package to reveal--- 


"What the fuck is deer jerky?" 


Maddy made a face. "Ew. Gross. Ever see Soylent Green? It's kind of the same thing, only not made from 
people." 


"Brings new meaning to the phrase 'I love you so much | could eat you," Jimmy said, then looked at her. "So 
what part would be sirloin, then? And would kids be like veal?" 


"Jimmy--" She did her best not to start laughing, but it was a lost cause. "That was absolutely disgusting.” 


"Well, it brings up the question of whether cannibalism ought to be grounds for leniency, since its theoretically 
less wasteful," he said thoughtfully, then looked at her. "Luv, you have to keep an open mind about things." 


"Yeah, but the problem with an open mind is that sometimes your brain falls out," she retorted. She didn't 
think he was serious, but with Jimmy, it was hard to tell. 


"Now there's an interesting mental image," Peter chuckled He was accustomed to Jimmy and Maddy's free- 


floating conversations. "Of course, | think Pagey's fell out a long time ago." 
"Fuck off," Jimmy said good-naturedly. 


"Did | tell you we're getting an intern?" Peter came over with a stick of the deer jerky in his hand. He took a 
bite. "Hey, not too bad" 


"No thanks." Jimmy made a face, then looked at Maddy with a slow, wicked grin spreading across his face. "An 


intern? Hmmm--" 


She looked at Peter. "There are so many ways that could be very, very bad" 


"Nah. We'll just have to make sure the boys stay on their best behavior," Peter said, giving Jimmy an 
admonishing look. 


Jimmy did a very bad job of looking innocent. "Me? Would | ever do anything to hurt anyone?" 


"No, but you're very good at finding other ways to make people's lives hell," Peter said, only half-joking. "Pagey, 
seriously. Go easy on the kid, okay?" 


"Peter, | really don't think it's a good idea," Maddy said. "Isn't there somewhere else he could go?" 


"We kind of got volunteered,” Peter said. "Look, | don't know if its the greatest idea either, but we can't get out 
of it" 


"Yeah we can We just tell the record company we're not babysitting some little college prat," Jimmy said 
"Weill see how it works out," Peter said 

i 

"Hey, Jimmy?" Maddy said. It was early that afternoon. "When you said this thing of yours was from the 
Maya, did you mean the Hindu Maya or the Mayan civilization?" If it was the former, she suspected she had it 
knocked 


"Could be either one, luv." Jimmy gave her an enigmatic smile. 


She slapped her forehead in frustration. "You know, it's a good thing for you that | don't know what Jonesy did 
with my ruler. Otherwise I'd be taking it to your cute little butt right about now.’ 


He laughed. "No, you wouldn't" 


"Wanna bet?" She gave him a slightly evil grin. "Remember, you birthday is coming up. You're what? Thirty- 


one?" 

"Don't remind me," he said. 

She shook her head with a smile. "Your butt is going to be so sore--" 

"You wouldn't really spank a pregnant man, would you?" He leaned on the wall around the secretarial bay. 


"Wouldn't |?" She sat on the desk to look at him. 


"Okay, I'll tell you. It means---" He leaned over to whisper something in her ear. 


She abruptly drew back, looking at him wide-eyed. "It does not mean that--" 

"What makes you so sure?" he smirked. 

She shook her head "You're not going to be able to sit down for a week, James Patrick" 
Unable to think of a suitable retort, he settled for grabbing her and kissing her, hard 


"Actually, it means we have to find an obstetrician," she said when their lips parted. Her bewildered-but-willing 
doctor was by specialty an allergist, who by his own admission had little experience dealing with pregnancies - 
let alone one as potentially high-risk as Jimmy's. And Maddy didn't trust her own gynecologist as far as she 


could have thrown him. Gynecologist Tossing - a new Olympic event. 


~ Ke 


"No, Mike, this is completely unacceptable. Completely unacceptable." It was two days later and Maddy was on 
the phone, obviously displeased. Her voice had taken on the cold steel ring that brought even Bonzo back in line. 
“According to the contract, the walkways are supposed to be kept clear at all times, and they were not, the 
lanes within the lot are to be kept clear at all times and they were not, the fire lanes and reserved parking 
spaces are to be kept clear at all times and they were not, and the spaces themselves are to be cleared as 
soon as expedient and they are not clear as of this morning - we went through this after the last storm and 
you told me it wouldn't happen again. No, | don't understand where you're coming from. | don't understand your 
reasoning not to plow the lots. We had six bloody inches of snow! Mike, the contract states clearly that the 
lots are to be plowed at one inch or greater! Shut up. | don't want your bloody excuses. | want the lots and 
walks cleared by ten AM. That's final.” She put the phone down and looked at Jimmy, who was sitting on her 
desk, watching the confrontation solemnly. "It should not be this hard to get a damn lot cleared, you know." 
With a frustrated groan, she leaned her head on her hands. "You know, | just realized something. | hate 
everybody. | used to think there were some people | might like that | haven't met, but now | think they're 


assholes, too” 

He got off the desk to rub her shoulders. "Poor sweet baby. | bet | can make you feel better" 

"| dont want to feel better" She tilted her head back to look at him. 

He kissed her nose. "What if | tell you it's only one more week until spring?" 

"Uh, Jimmy? It's February twenty-second" 

"| know. And the meteorological start of spring is March first. So it's only one more week until spring" 


"I thought it was March twenty-first” 


"That's the astrological start, luv. | think we should go by the astrological start of winter ant the 


meteorological start of spring. It shaves three weeks off winter." 
"You're bizzare." 

"And you're laughing." 

"l'm not laughing." 

"Yes you are. You're laughing." 

"| am not laughing." 

"You're laughing. See, | told you I'd make you feel better." 

"l'm not laughing." 

"You're laughing--" 


"Jimmy, God damn it, I'm not freaking laughing!" She jumped up to glare at him, but it only lasted a moment 
before she yes, burst out laughing. "You know, you are the biggest freaking asshole--" 


"But you love me for it." He hugged her tight. 

"In spite of it, maybe--" she sighed, kissing him. "And where did you get that bit about spring, anyway?" 
"That band we just signed - Asia something-or-other. The girl who plays guitar studied meteorology in college." 
"Asia-something - do you mean Youth In Asia?" 

"Yeah, them." 

"They're one of those new punk bands, aren't they?" 

"They're not that bad, luv. They've got potential.” 

"Not to mention Percy's got the hots on for their weathergirl," Maddy added dryly. She actually hadn't met 
the band yet, just heard about them through Jimmy and Robert. Mostly Robert. She was surprised to hear 
Jimmy mention a guitarist. From what she'd heard of their music, they were pretty heavy on the synths, a 
darkly gothic doom-and-gloom type group who apparently were claiming heir apparent to Jim Morrison's 


bizzare legacy. She wrinkled her nose a bit at the thought. She'd never much cared for the Doors. She started 
to pull away from Jimmy, then stopped, putting her hand on his stomach. "You know, you're really showing.” 


"Am 1?" He looked down, a little nervously. 
"Yeah. It's cute though. You're getting a little tummy." 
"Speak for yourself" He kissed her nose. 


‘Jimmy, mine is way beyond tummy. It's a full-fledged belly." Much to her dismay, she'd never had a flat 
stomach. Even at her thinnest, which had been some years ago, she'd had a little pot to contend with. 


"Whatever it is, | like it. It's cute," he said. 
"Hey Mad!" Bonzo said, coming in with Robert. "Question for you--" 


"Hey, everyone!" Peter interrupted, coming in accompanied by a scrubbed, suited and naive-looking collegiate 


type. "This is Blake Wolf, our new intern” 
"Mr. Page, oh my God, | don't believe it! l'm like your biggest fan---!" the kid gushed, running over. 


Jimmy immediately adopted the chilly hauteur he used to freeze out journalists. "That's nice," he said blandly, 
ignoring the outstretched hand. 


"You gotta be kidding. No way are we having a fucking intern in here," Bonzo said. "What is this, fucking 


preschool?" 


Robert didn't say anything out loud, but the glance he exchanged with Maddy spoke volumes: This is a really 
bad idea 


She nodded. "Peter, put him in that office at the end of the aisle for now, would you please?" 
Peter looked at the stricken-looking kid. "Come on. We'll see how things go from here." 


"The only thing that's going is him. Right back to the fucking kindergarden he came from!" Bonzo called after 
them. 


"Guys---" Maddy said, holding up both hands. "I agree with you in theory, but isn't there a better way of 
handling this?" 


"Besides throwing him out the window?" Bonzo grumbled. "Who the fuck do they think they are sticking that 
little bastard in here?" 


"And you notice how they all claim to be your biggest fan--" Jimmy said, rolling his eyes. 


"Well, someone has to be," Robert said, heading to the breakroom in search of a little liquid refreshment. 


"After all, | - YAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHH!" He broke off, letting out a yell comically similar to his Valkyrie wail. 


"Percy?!" Maddy hurried in, followed by Jimmy and Bonzo, to find the bewildered singer in front of the open 
fridge, standing in the midst of a spreading pool of water. 


"Jesus fucking Christ, Percy, you couldn't hold it five more minutes?" Bonzo said. 

"All | did was open the door--" Robert looked around in bewilderment. 

"Yeah, well, cold will do that to you," Bonzo deadpanned. 

"Did we break a water bottle or something?" Maddy picked her way over, glad her boots were waterproof. 
"Water bottle? Since when do we have wussy bottles?" Bonzo said, mock scornful. 

"Since one of us decided she needed to try to stay healthy," Maddy retorted amiably. She wasn't adverse to a 
few drinks, but subscribed to the theory that someone ought to have some memory of what happened the 
previous night. "Wait. Something isn't right here." 

"You can say that again, girlie," Bonzo chuckled, following her. 

"What do you mean?" Jimmy said, following Bonzo over. 

"Something looks funny--" She couldn't place it, but something was different. It looked - well, bigger inside. 


"Hey everyone." It was Jonesy. "Did it defrost? | turned it off last night” 


"You---Jonesy, you fuckhead. Look at this mess!" Maddy exclaimed. It explained why the fridge looked so roomy 


all at once - six inches of built-up ice took up a lot of space. 
"Oh shit--" He realized that maybe that hadn't been the best idea. 


"Wait a minute--" Jimmy held up a hand with a wicked grin. "I think we might have a use for that intern after 
all. Hey, Peter?!" He hurried out. 


Maddy started to say "I'll take care of it" but didn't. Delegating this particular task meant she could get the 


tour rider typed up and printed out - and the breakroom floor cleaned, mopped and waxed at the same time. 
we 


"You missed a spot!" Jimmy called into the breakroom, pointing. It was about half an hour later and he was 


sitting on Maddy's desk, looking over her shoulder as they scrolled through the almost-finished rider. Their 


new intern was toiling away down on the linoleum - or as Maddy would have said, "anoll'yum" - floor. 
"Do you think it'd be too much to ask for bottled seltzer in our room?" Maddy said. 
"Not at all, luv," Jimmy said, taking a bite from the banana he was eating. 


Maddy tapped the cursor back to the proper spot and added the information. Bottled seltzer water or club 


soda, no preference as to brand "There." 


“That's really handy, luv," he said, speaking with his mouth full. He gestured at the screen with the banana 
"Just being able to put that in there like that." 


"Saves a lot of retyping," she said with a smile. "Best thing to happen to us secretaries since--" 

"Maddy, girlfriend, | think | have the answer to all your problems!" It was Tianna Mercury, Freddie Mercury's 
infamously redheaded - and currently pregnant - wife. "I called Papa Jacques and he gave me a spell 
guaranteed to sprout a little bun in your oven!" 

"Papa Jacques?" Jimmy looked around. "And Tigi, we--" 

"My grandpapa," Tianna said. "Only one of the most powerful houngans in all the islands." Tianna was, so far as 
Maddy could figure, a mix of Cajun, Creole and Carribean ancestry. "Anyway, here ‘tis, babe. He told me to 
warn you about one thing, though. It has to be spoken by the person wishing to conceive. Or else. Else what, he 


didn't say, but he was pretty specific about that." 


"Since when do buns sprout?" Maddy said, taking the sheet of paper. "And--" She broke off. "This looks 


familiar." 
Jimmy looked over her shoulder. "Maybe---" He put a hand to his mouth. "Thats--" 


Maddy looked at him, then at Tianna, then back again. "This is the one we used---" 


New York Bands and Chocolate Bunnies 


4. New York Bands and Bunnies 
"Are you sure it's the same one?" Tianna said. 
"Positive," Maddy and Jimmy said, more or less together. 


"You're kidding---" Tianna looked bewildered. "Papa Jacques said it always worked--" She took the paper back 
from Maddy. "Maybe the book you got it from left out a line or something?" 


"No, they had the spell right," Jimmy said. "They just left out the bloody instructions --" He'd suddenly gone 


very pale. 

"For what? The incense?" Tianna said, looking up from the paper. 

'No--" Jimmy leaned on Maddy's desk. "Oh shit--" He put his hands over his face. 
"Is everything okay?" Tianna said worriedly. "Guys? What's going on?" 


Maddy glanced around to make sure they were alone - their unwanted intern had gone to find Peter Grant - 


then looked back at Tianna. "Come in the office with us, okay?" 

"What?" Tianna followed Maddy and the obviously shaken Jimmy. "Guys, talk to me" 

Maddy shut the door, then looked at the redhead, "Tigi, you've got to keep this quiet, okay?" 

"Okay. But what is it?" 

Jimmy answered her. "The spell did work, Tigi On me-—" He'd sank down on the sofa, hands over his face. 


"On you--?" Tianna was bewildered. "What do you mean?" The concept was in her hands and wiggling, but she 


couldn't get it to go in the pet carrier, so to speak. 


"When we cast the spell, Jimmy was the one who did it," Maddy said. "The book didn't say anything about the 


person who actually wanted to get pregnant being the one to cast it." 
"Oh. Okay. Those instructions," Tianna said, glancing at the sheet of paper again. "And?" 


"And it worked. Very well," Maddy said. "On Jimmy." 


‘On dmmy?" Tianna was lost. "How did it--?" She looked at the guitarist, who was looking at her through his 


fingers, obviously on the verge of tears. "Jimmy?" 


"l'm pregnant. And | want the baby so badly and l'm so fucking scared--" Jimmy sniffled, huddling into a ball on 
the sofa and starting to sob. 


"He's--" Tianna looked at Maddy, wide-eyed. "Merde. That is one powerful spell” 

"Jimmy--" Maddy went over to him. "Shh, it's okay" She hugged him tight 

Tianna sat down on his other side. "Don't ery, ami Talk to me. How far along are you?" 

"Eight weeks," Maddy answered for him. “Almost nine. | think he's showing already, too." She wasn't sure when a 
pregnancy was "supposed" to show, but Jimmy was so thin and delicately built that she didn't think it would 


take much. 


"May be a little early for that. But | noticed you looked plumper," Tianna observed, speaking to the still-sniffling 
Jimmy. "What did your doctor say?" 


"My doctor's in over his head," Maddy said. "And I'm not bringing Jimmy to my gynecologist. He'd tell 
everyonel" As she spoke, she wondered if that would be a bad thing, neccessarily. Poor Jimmy was obviously 
going to need the best medical care they could get--- 

"Let me talk to mine," Tianna said, then patted Jimmy's leg. "And hey, chin up, ami It's going to be fine. Take it 
from me. l'm an old hand at this popping out babies bit." She had been sixteen when her daughter Opal was 
born. The litte girl's father had died at the hands of a drunken driver before Tianna had even known she was 
pregnant. Opal was now nine, a year older than Scarlet Page, who was one of her best friends. 

"How far along are you again?" Maddy said. 

"Almost twelve weeks," Tianna said, looking at her belly. Given her penchant for long sweeping hippychick-gypsy 
skirts and multilayered outfits, it was impossible to tell if hers was showing or not. "And look, do me a huge 
favor. Don't tell Freddie exactly what happened, okay? At least don't tell him what spell it was." 

"Why?" Jimmy looked up, wiping his eyes on his sweater sleeve. 

"Because, ami next time it's going to be his turn," she smirked. 


That finally made him laugh, albeit somewhat hysterically. "I can't imagine him pregnant--" 


"Actually, | shudder to imagine him pregnant," Maddy said. 


"He'd survive," Tianna said with a laugh. "And | tell you, if I'd known at the time that | was going to be having 


any more of these, I'd have asked them to sew in a zipper." 

"A zipper?" Jimmy said apprehensively. 

"Yeah. Opal was a c-section. | guess they figured that after twenty-six hours of push-push, she wasn't 
popping out the usual way," Tianna deadpanned. "I still haven't decided whether to go ahead and schedule a c- 
section this time around or wait and see if this one takes the front door." 

Jimmy had gone even paler than usual. "You're scaring me, Tigi.” 

"Why?" Tianna squeezed his hand. 

"Because l--" He was about to cry again. 

‘Jimmy, on ami, it's nothing to be scared of. And the scar isn't that bad--" 


| don't care about a scar! | just want him to be okay--" Jimmy sniffled "But -- is it -- going to hurt much?" 


"Well, it hurts more than a cartilage piercing, but not as much as getting your gums cut open and your 


wisdom teeth ripped out by the roots," Tianna concluded after a moments consideration. 

Jimmy and Maddy both winced. "Tigi--" 

"Hey, that's what they had to do. All four of the lousy motherfuckers. Not my idea of a good time," Tianna 
said. "Look, let me borrow your phone and I'll call my doctor, okay?" 

~~ 

"Well, everything looks fine." 

It was four days later and Tianna's doctor, a capable woman named Linden Thomas, had just finished going over 
the results of the lab tests she'd ordered for Jimmy. To her credit, she had acted as if the whole thing were 
nothing unusual. 

"The baby's okay?" Jimmy said nervously, reaching for Maddy's hand. 

Dr. Thomas smiled at him. "The only thing out of the ordinary about your pregnancy is that you're not your 
wife. I'm still going to need to keep a close eye on you, but, given the way things have gone so far, | don't think 


you'll have any problems." She looked at her notes. "From what | can see, your due date should be September 


twenty-eighth. | don't know if we'll want to let it go to full-term, though." 


"What do you mean?!" Jimmy looked horrified. 


"We might have to do a c-section a little earlier. It depends." She smiled reassuringly. "It's fairly common for 
high-risk pregnancies. Granted, as of now, yours is high-risk only because of your gender. Like | said, if it were 


you, Mrs. Page, | wouldn't be concerned at all" 

‘lm still really sick to my stomach sometimes," he said softly. 

"The morning sickness should run its course in a few more weeks. Then you'll probably want to eat everything 
in sight," the doctor said. "Just make sure you keep taking your vitamins in the meantime. Other than that, 
just the usual - no alcohol, limit your caffeine, don't overexert yourself--" 

"And no more sex?" Jimmy added, only half-jokingly. 

Dr. Thomas smiled. "That's not until affer you have the baby. Before is fine. | wouldn't recommend anything too 
extreme - say, no bedroom swings or whatever - but otherwise, go for it” She made a couple of notes, then 
said, "| want to check on you again in a week. We'll schedule your first sonogram for that time as well” She 
looked back at them. "By the way, did Tianna happen to mention if she'd heard of this happening to anyone else? 
She told me about the spell, but didn't give me much background." 


"She didn't. | should ask her," Maddy said. "I imagine it might have gotten some guys in trouble in the days 


before c-sections.” 


Jimmy looked apprehensively at his wife, then back at the doctor. "Is that going to be really bad? The c- 


section?" 


"No, it's very routine," Dr. Thomas reassured him. "We'll probably give you a nerve block so you don't feel 


anything, then take the baby out. You'll be sore for a few days is all." 
"How will you know when -- it's time?" 


"We will. Don't worry about that" She smiled. "You're in good hands." 


~ Ke 


‘Congratulations and welcome to the family!" Peter Grant said jovially. It was later the same day and Swan Song 


had just officially signed Youth In Asia to a three-album deal. 


"Why do | feel as though we've just signed our lives away?" Trevor McCormick, the band's gloomy Liverpudian 
lead singer, wondered aloud. He was tall, teddyboyed and dressed in black from his dog collar to his Doc 


Martens. 


"You've obviously never bought a car," guitarist Pinky Torrance said. In contrast to Trevor's towering gothic 
gloom, she was petite, curvy and cheerful, with a long mass of glossy black curls and huge emerald-green 
eyes. "That's when you sign your life away. Not to mention your first, second and third-born children" She had 
a decidedly American accent, but they couldn't quite place the region. And, Maddy noted, Robert Plant couldn't 
take his eyes off of her. Pinky seemed blissfully unaware of it, however. 

"Not your soul?" Steffie Smith, their bassist, said. She appeared to be around four-ten and possibly ninety 
pounds, with a long mop of hair the approximate color of dishwater and huge eyes of a peculiar dark blue-gray 


that looked almost purple in the right light. Her speaking voice was pure "Noo Yawk" 


"They save that for when you buy a ‘ouse." That was Whitney Walker, their drummer, a tall, slim, bouffant 
blonde very obviously from the East End of London. 


"Well, since it's a litle early in the day for liquor, | brought chocolate to celebrate," Maddy announced, setting 
a box on the table. 


"Never too early for alcohol," Bonzo demurred. 


"Yeah, Tanqueray: not just for breakfast anymore," Steffie deadpanned, then looked at Trevor. "And gimme my 
pen back, willya?" 


"What kind of chocolate?" Pinky had gotten up to peer into the box. 


"Easter bunnies," Maddy said. "| got them from that shop down the street, so they're not boxed--" Before she 
could finish the sentence, Jimmy reached around her, grabbed one and bit the head off. 


"Jimmy!" Maddy exclaimed. 
"Wiff mashmella fiffin--" He couldn't speak very clearly with his mouth full. 
‘Jimmy--" Maddy shook her head, trying not to laugh. "You're disgusting." 


He looked at her with his best attempt at a smirk. The sticky pink filling had smeared around his mouth and 


oozed down his chin. 
"You see where the "mild barbarians" bit comes from?" Maddy looked at Pinky and Steffie. 


"I think we're going to fit right in here," Pinky decided, taking over the task of handing out edible bunnies. "And 
you know that in years to come, they're going to claim that Jimmy Page bit the head off a real rabbit." 


"It seems pretty real to me," Jimmy said, swallowing. He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. "Oops. | did 
get it all over, didn't |?" 


"| told you," Maddy said. "And don't kiss me now or we'll never get unstuck" 

"You say that like its a bad thing," he said, kissing her anyway, pink marshmallow filling and all 

Pinky looked at Robert. "They really are that much in love, aren't they?" she said, meaning Jimmy and Maddy. 
"They're mad about each other," he said 

"My sister's not going to be happy to hear that. She's got a humongous crush on him," Pinky observed 

"What about you?" He had to ask 

She looked at him for a moment. "He's all right" she said finally, leaving it at that: 

xie 

"Some rock stars don't get drunk, don't do drugs, don't sleep around and are careful with their money. Who 
needs them? We salute the fifty wildest rock stars of all time--" Maddy was reading from a magazine article. 


"Hey hey hey, guess who's at number forty-seven?" 


"Freddie Mercury?" It was that night and she and Jimmy were back at Pangbourne, on the bed rather than in 
it. 


"Nope" She smiled at him. "Try again" 
"Tianna?" 

"Nope" 

"Uh -- David Bowie?" 

"Nuh-uh." 

"Bonzo?" 


"Nope." She smiled at him, then read, " Even as a teenager in Epsom, Jimmy Page wasn't like other boys. He 


liked to pick up girls who'd been put in the local asylum for compulsive masturbation--" 
"They didn't print that--" He looked. "Oh shit, they did" 


"Since when do they put people in mental hospitals for that?" She looked at him, wide-eyed. "That's kind of 
twisted, don't you think?" 


"Luv?" He hadn't quite been expecting that reaction 

“There's nothing wrong with it. Its normal. And a hell of a lot safer than picking up some jerk in a bar. Not to 
mention a lot less trouble." She looked back at the magazine. "If I'd had any sense at all back in college, | would 
have stuck with my vibrator and not bothered with Darryl. But he seemed like a good idea at the time--" She 
gave him a wry smile, then brightened, leaning over to kiss his nose. "And if you were like other boys, | 
wouldn't love you quite so much. So there." 


He pulled her closer. "I don't deserve you." 


"The hell you don't" She kissed him again, this time on the mouth. "I wouldn't pick just any man to have my 
baby." 


He returned the kiss, then looked at her. "You have a vibrator?" 


"I did. Once upon a time. | think it got lost somewhere between Syracuse, Mayfair, Kensington and here," she 


admitted. "Why? You wanted to watch me the next time | put it to use?" 

Uh -- yeah--" He blushed slightly, looking at her almost sheepishly. 

She smiled. "You could take care of it yourself, you know’ 

"On second though, | like that idea better! He pounced on her, making the headboard bang into the wall 


‘Jimmy--" They ended up in a long kiss. 


